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temporary inhabitants, I walk on in the direction
from which they have come.

In a few moments I reach the Majestic, which
stands back from the road behind a plot of
communal grass. The advertisement of the
last picture show has not yet been removed;
appropriately enough it was " Babes in the
Wood55, featuring Michael Rooney. Amongst the
rugs and perambulators on the short dry grass
lie pieces of chewed apple core, fragments of
orange peel, and the inevitable sheets of torn
dirty newspaper which indicate, like a paper
trail, the presence of an evacuee population
the moment that it moves from its normal
environment.

As I enter the cinema, a familiar and over-
powering stench strikes me in the face like a blow.
Where did I last encounter it? I wonder, and
then I remember; it was the smell of the crowded
Ladies' Saloon on the night boat during a rough
Channel crossing. Gradually my-nose becomes
accustomed to it as my eyes also accommodate
themselves to the unillumined twilight inside
the building. Covering the floor beneath the
upturned velveteen seats of the Cinema chairs,
disorderly piles of mattresses, pillows, rugs and
cushions indicate the "pitches" staked out by
each evacuated family. Many of the women, too
dispirited to move, still lie wearily on the floor
with their children beside them in the foetid